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Author's Notes: 
Not sure this is the ideal fic to post on Bruce's very birthday, but hey, it is what it is xD Angst galore, 
hopefully it touches the emotions as much as Id like it to, feel free to tell me how you enjoyed it! :) 


‘It wos just a shag either way, eh? Ta get off, ta make us both feel good. | mean, it's not wot I'd normally do, 
pop off with a bloke, but ye were pretty damn convincin’. | might be open ta do it all over again sum time. Bit 
different than a bird, but not bad! 


Bruce swallowed hard, staring straight ahead and fixing his eyes on the table wood separating them. He felt his 
heart sink into his stomach, a familiar tight ache making him almost short of breath. He'd be damned if he let 
it show though, so he simply forced a smile onto his face, his cheeks sore from the strain of muscles that 
would rather do anything other than grin. He couldn't help the fact that the glow wasn't reaching his eyes, and 
he hoped Steve couldn't tell. There were a lot of things he hoped Steve couldn't tell. 


‘Course, mate. Any time you'd like. I'm always glad to help: 


The words were near impossible to get out, his tongue feeling too big for his mouth and his throat 
constricting as he spoke. He couldn't stay here, he couldn't bear Steve's presence, but at the same time leaving 
would be dangerously suspicious. The impact of everything sucked the air out of his lungs. His eyes had began 
to sting as he fought against his own self, against his own feelings and the desire to bawl like a baby. Of 


course Steve would think of it this way, as a means end. A way to take care of business. 


Bruce balled his fists, taking a deep breath to still himself. It wasn't the first time this happened. He had been 
rejected before, by several people whom he'd been harvesting deeper emotions for. It wouldn't be the last 
either, he imagined. Knowing that didn't help. Why did this one hurt so much more than any of the other times 
that he could remember, though? Why couldn't he just brush it off? 


‘Are ye alright, Bruce..?* 


Bruce swallowed again, with more difficulty this time. There was a familiar lump lodged at the base of his 
throat and he was terrified that any longer conversation might dislodge it. Dislodge the ball of tears forcefully 
attempting to make its way out, as he could already feel the burn flaring at the bridge of his nose. He hated 
it; hated how close to losing it he was. Why didn't he get it right away? Of course last night meant nothing, 
Steve was straight as a bloody arrow. It had always been evident, and now Bruce was the fool for tricking 
himself into believing anything else. He made himself nod, somehow able to still control his body and its basic 
functions. 


‘Yeah, sorry. Just got something on my mind. It happens, you know?! 


His words sounded foreign, they felt like they came from another person Bruce rubbed his fingertip against 
the surface of the table, his foot impatiently tapping against the floor beneath it. Anything to occupy himself, 
to stop the thought process. To stop the emotions from seeping through. Still, he had to bite down on his 
bottom lip when it wanted to quiver. 


‘That's alright, it's not a crime. Tell ye wot, I'll go order sum ice cream fer ye. Ye look like ye could use a bludi 


ice cream, wot with yer mopin"! 


Steve joked, the brightest of smiles splitting his face in two as he got up, patting Bruce's shoulder in a friendly 
gesture as he passed him by. And it would have been a nice thing to do, if the brief touch hadn't left Bruce's 
skin tingling for more. Screaming with the desire to be held, to be adored, to recreate last night's passion all 


over again. Only there had been no passion, it was all in Bruce's head. 


Suddenly the diner felt cold, the sun shining through the window panes hiding behind dark gray clouds. Bruce 
shuddered, his skin prickling with goose pimples. Was this how he'd always feel? How it'd always be? Tipping his 
head forwards, he brought his hand up to rub at his nose. The reflection of himself in the window glass was 
miserable, pitiful. He could see Steve speaking to the cashier, he could see that he was purchasing the exact 


right flavour of ice cream. Mint chocolate chip. He remembered, always the thoughtful one. 


Only it wasn't for the reason Bruce needed it to be. Just like the touches of Steve's hands last night, the ones 


still vivid in his mind and easily recollected by his senses, hadn't been with the reverence Bruce had initially 
believed. The memory of Steve's lips on his, of long fingers through his hair, of giving himself up completely. 
Bruce had been with men before, but never like that. Never all the way. Why had he thought straight, now 
clearly bicurious Steve would think of it as anything other than just that? Curiosity. A curious case. 


His chest squeezed again, the pull stronger this time. It made Bruce gasp, his breath hitching. Everything was 
so goddamn blurry. Why was it blurry? He rubbed his face, palms to his eyes, and they came back wet. More 
wetness welled up on his eyes, brimming along the lashes as the lump moved higher up Bruce's throat. He 
ground his teeth together, Steve was already on the way back. His silhouette came closer and Bruce caught 
the striped pattern of his tee shirt as the man slid back down across the table, pushing a cup of ice cream 
towards him. The right flavour, there were even multicoloured sprinkles on top of it. Because Steve would 


always tease him about what a big kid he was. It was becoming too much. 
‘Bruce..?' 


Steve's voice was so soft, so full of concern. Bruce flinched when a hand, one he knew so well what it was 
capable of, brushed his fringe aside. There were those dark eyes, framed by coal black lashes. The bore holes 
into Bruce's soul, and he wanted to pull away and much as he wanted to lean into the touch. He wanted to feel 


it again as much as he wanted to never be near the man again. 
'Is.. this about wot ‘appened? It's not gon’ be odd between us, is it? Cor, | wouldn't wont us ta.. 


Steve trailed off when Bruce made a strange noise, somewhere between a giggle snort and a sniffle hiccup. The 
pressure was back ten thousand fold, and Bruce almost feared his chest might explode and burst right open 
His head pounded, the pulse throbbing through his temples. He couldn't cry, not now. Not like this. God, was he 
pathetic. Steve must think of him as the biggest pussy in history. It wasn't supposed to mean a fucking thing, 
it was supposed to be sex with no strings attached. That had been Steve's angle, except Bruce hadn't caught 
the signs. Steve's every moan and sigh sounded so genuine, every whisper of his name had been full of emotion 
and desire. Except they hadn't. Bruce still couldn't wrap his head around that part, and it made him dizzy to 
the point where he felt near sick. 


‘No, no, its not going to be odd’ 
‘But yer not bludi actin’ like yerself, yer not even touchin yer ice cream.. 


‘Forget the fucking ice cream, Harry! Bruce snapped, his voice a vile hiss and his eyes narrowed in to slits, 
however their reddened state revealed the truth. 


Steve scowled, his mouth opening to spit venom, his expression one of offense. Except no hurtful words were 
spoken. Bruce reared back like a wounded animal, realizing he was out of line, knowing Steve couldn't have 
foreseen Bruce's heart would beat only for him. The singer's fingers ran across the side of his own neck, 
where the phantom touch of Steve's sharp teeth lingered close. The dawn of understanding in Steve's eyes was 


painful to witness; the shame in Bruce's near palpable for the brief moment in which their gazes met. 


‘Bludi ‘ell.. Bruce, it meant sumthin’ ta ye.. didn't it? 


Bruce didn't know what to say, he simply turned his head to look out the window. His nose apeared red, he 
noted, as he watched himself through the glass reflection again. One bold tear left the pooling wetness still 
blurring his vision, and he saw no use in concealing the act as he swiped it away with the back of his hand. 
How he wished it had been Steve's hand instead. How he wished Steve's heady scent of shampoo and too much 
cologne wasn't tickling his nostrils. If he licked his lips, he was sure he could still taste Steve's mouth, his 


tongue, his essence. 

‘Does it matter? As you said, it was just a shag! 

Bruce's voice sounded monotone even To his own ears, distant and faraway and hollow. Empty and emotionless 
and void. Completely see through, transparent as the window glass. Cold as the rain that was now splattering 


the ground as it fell. 


‘Didn't mean a thing: 


